So you want math to be her path. You seek patterns in her clutter. You know one day she'll just say "Math!" She's the daughter of her mother. Looking up to the deep night sky, She too is dreaming surely of learning how to fly.
She's dreaming of learning to fly, Of taking off, charting her path, Cutting through a summer eve's sky, Numbers left behind, a clutter. Who'll clean it up but the mother? And who, you ask, will do the math?
Then "I", you say, "will do the math!" "Isn't it time for me to fly?" Quick, do shake up your wings, mother! Math's ready to become your path. Leave aside the toys, the clutter. It's time again to touch the sky! So once again math is your path. Now you can fly together, leave behind the clutter, And reach up to the sky, a daughter and her mother.
